THE DESER.T OF LOVE                            Io&

Lying there relaxed under the early morning sun, she thought
with amazement of all die suffering she had been through. She
must have been mad. Why had she seen everything in such
gloomy colours? The boy was alive: he was merely waiting for
a sign from her. The crisis past, she felt once more clear-headed
balanced, perhaps even slightly disappointed. *Is that all it was?*
she thought. *He*ll come, and just to make doubly sure, 1'H

write------I'm going to see him again/ At all costs she must

confront her misery and the youth that caused it. She forced
herself to contemplate in memory only a simple, inoffensive
child, and was surprised to find that she no longer trembled at
the thought of his head upon her knees. I'll write to the doctor
telling him that I have made the acquaintance of his son' (but
she knew that she would not). *Why shouldn't I? What harm
are we doing?* In die afternoon she went into the garden with
its waste of puddles. She felt really at peace, too wholly at peace
so much at peace that she was vaguely frightened. The less she
felt her passion, the more she felt the threat of nothingness
Reduced in^stature, her love no longer obliterated her inner
emptiness. Already she was regretting that her round of the
garden had lasted only a bare five minutes, and made the circuit
once again, following the same paths. Then she hurried back
because the grass had made her feet wet. . .. She would chan.o-e
into slippers, would lie down, smoke, read . . . but what? She
had no book on hand that really interested her. As she at*,
proached die house she raised her eyes to the windows, and there
behind the drawing-room panes, saw Raymond. He was pressing
his face to the glass, amusing himself by squashing his nose flat
Was this rising tide of feeling in her, joy? She walked up the
front steps, thinking of the feet that, but a moment before, had
pressed them. She pushed open the door, her eyes fixed on the
latch because of the hand that had rested on it, crossed the
dining-room at a slower pace, composed her features*

It was Raymond's misfortune that he should have come kn^
mediately after the long train of days during which she had
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